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Dreams 


Author's Notes: 


Merry Christmas! | hope I've fulfilled your wish! *SONG CREDITS ARE NOT MINE AND NEITHER IS ANY PART 
OF PEARL JAM* 


Ament woke up shivering and crying one morning. He had been doing this for a week now. | knew him well 
enough now to know that he did this every March, around the anniversary of his friend Andrew's death. Every 
year it was the same dream. Every year, poor Ament would go without sleeping for at least a week, and make 
himself sick with worry in the process. Usually | would wrap my arms around him and let him cry and shake. 
That's exactly what | did this particular morning. 


"Shh, babe. You were only dreaming. Just a bad dream, that's all", | soothed, rubbing his shoulder. 


"He can't have Stoney too! | won't let him! He's my best friend. OH GOD, please don't take my best friend!", 


Ament wailed with a scary shudder. 


"IFs just a dream, sweetheart. | promise! No one's going to hurt Stone. | would kill anyone who tried", | said, 


speaking the absolute truth. 


"He's my best friend. Please don't let him die", Ament continued to cry, and shake with an intensity that truly 
frightened me. 


"Shh, it's okay. | won't let him die. | won't let Stone die. He's my friend too, Jeff. | won't let anything happen to 


him.", | promised. 

"He's my best friend", Ament said in full panic mode. 
| kissed him on the forehead. 

"Shh, babe. It's going to be okay.", | said. 


After | rubbed his shoulder a little while longer, Jeff finally stopped shaking. But he still continued to cry. | held 


him in my arms and kissed the tears from his cheeks. 
"Tell me what happened baby. Tell me what you dreamt about", | said, gently cuddling his vibrating body. 


"| was standing in a lake with Stone. All of a sudden, Stone was pulled under the water. | dove into the lake to 
try and save him. But suddenly the lake was miles deep and | couldn't keep up. | paddled until my heart was 
sore, and | almost managed to grab him. Then at the last second he was pulled away, and | noticed that he was 
actually being pulled by someone. | nearly screamed when | saw Andy taking Stone away. Stone was lifeless in 
his arms and Andy sneered at me and said "He's mine now." All | could see was another one of my friends, now 
dead. At the last second, Stone opened his eyes and screamed "SAVE ME!". It terrified me so much | woke up’, 
Jeff said 


"Aw, poor Jeff. That's sounds awful", | said, petting his shoulder. 


"Twenty six years ago | lost my best friend, and | am STILL terrified that | am going to lose my other one!" 
Jeff admitted, "I don't know what I'd do if | lost Stone. | don't know how | could live without him. | COULDN'T live 
without him. | just couldn't.", Jeff rambled. 


His body shook violently as he began to sob harder. | wrapped my arms around him, and let him cry into my 
shoulder. | wasn't there when Jeff and Stone lost Andy Wood. Some days | feel like a harsh reminder to them 
that their best friend is gone. | couldn't imagine what losing my best friend at that age would feel like. | had no 
words to say to Jeff that would help, so instead, | just let him cry. | pet his back and squeezed him lightly to 
try and stop him from shaking so hard. | felt his warm tears against my bare shoulder, and heard his ragged 
breaths end in heartbreaking whimpers. | held him for a long time, until his quakes turned into trembles, and 


his sobs turned into sniffles. 


"Shhh, Jeff. Everything will be okay. Stone's not going anywhere. That little fucker is going to annoy us for 


many years to come. | promise", | whispered. 

Jeff laughed a little and roughly wiped his eyes with his thumbs. 

"Would it make you feel better if we called Stone? To make sure he is still alive?", | asked. 
"No, it's one in the morning. He would kill us.", Jeff replied. 

"Yeah he would. He is skinnier than all of us, and | am still scared of him", | admitted. 
Jeff laughed a little harder over that one. 


"Me too, and | am his best friend. Anyway, | know he is still alive. But every spring, when | am thinking about 
Andy, | can't help but worry about Stone. We've been through everything together. I'm not sure how | could 
survive anything without him. It scares me how fragile life is. One rough storm, one devastating illness, and my 


friend could be gone. It keeps me awake at night, Eddie. It terrifies me", Jeff admitted. 


"It scares us all, baby. After | found out about my dad, | went months where | couldn't sleep. | thought that | 
could be next, that my blood line was scarred forever, and | was the next victim. | used to have the same 
dream every night that my real dad would come in through my window and slit my throat, horror movie style. 
| used to wake up screaming, and scared my girlfriend away because of it. It took me a very long time to get 
over that one. Once in a while, | still have that dream", | confessed. 


"It sucks how our fears can't disappear when we go to sleep. We can't even have that one safe haven from 


what terrifies us. Its not fair.", Jeff grumbled. 


"It sure isn't. But hey, maybe we can help each other! You can help me through my fears, and | can help you 
with yours. Maybe then, we can both get some sleep.", | said. 


"Sounds like a plan", Jeff said 
| kissed him on the forehead. 
"Good. We will start with you. Let me see what | have here", | said. 


| unwrapped my arms from Jeff and rolled over so | could paw around on the floor for an insomnia remedy. On 
the floor were two pairs of crumpled boxers and a bottle of lubricant, indicating much happier times just 
hours before. | continued to paw around, and finally grabbed a bottle of lotion that smelled like lavender. When | 
was a young boy, and | couldn't sleep, my mother used to rub lotion on me and sing songs. It worked every 


time. What worked on a six year old had to work on a fifty three year old, right? 


‘lm going to do for you what my mom did for me when | was a just a boy. When | was a kid, | used to have 
constant nightmares when | was falling. | hoped with all | had that there would be someone to catch me. But no 


one ever did", | said. 


"How did it feel when you used to stage dive with dozens of people trying to catch you?", Jeff asked with a 


smirk. 
He was joking, but the happy memories almost made me choke up a little. 


"It was the happiest moment of my life at that point. | would feel like | had overcome something that had held 


me down my whole life. It was super fucking empowering. | can't even describe it", | laughed. 

Jeff laughed. 

"Wow, what a poet! | can't believe that you're the guy who wrote "Black" and "Better Man"", he joked. 

| gave him a light shove. 

"Shut up. Anyway, when | had those nightmares, my mom would come into my room. After she held me and 
let me cry, she would sing to me. She would rub lotion over my chest and stomach, and sing until | fell asleep. 


It worked every time", | explained. 


"Hmmm.. | would say ‘no homo’, but | believe..", he paused to look at our naked bodies under the sheets, "that 


ship has sailed." 
| brushed a teasing finger along his inner thigh, making him tremble slightly. 
"Yup, sure has. Or else, | had a really weird dream that will REALLY fuck up our friendship’, | said, laughing. 


We both laughed way too hard for so late into the night. 


"| suppose you can try the lotion thing with me, Vedder. At this point, | will try just about anything. | just need 
some fucking sleep", Jeff said. 


"Cool. This will work, | promise.", | replied. 
| pulled down the covers so that Ament's chest and belly were exposed. Then | squeezed some lotion onto my 
palm and worked it around so that my fingers were covered in it. | tried to think of a song that my exhausted 


and wine drunk mind would remember all of the lyrics too. After a moment, | thought of a perfect song, that 


my mother used to play on the stereo a lot, and would be truly appropriate to sing to a suffering insomniac. 
"This might be a little cold", | warned. 


"We live in Seattle. | am pretty sure I've bathed in snow before.", Jeff teased. 


| gave him an "I warned you" look. Then | placed my hands on his belly. He let out a surprised, totally masculine 


squeal in response. 

| thought you said that you've bathed in snow before?", | taunted. 
"That's colder than snow! FUCK", Jeff whined. 

"Take it easy. It will get warmer as | work it in", | promised. 

"Well, please make it fast. Your hands are like little icicles!", Jeff replied. 


| wasn't the expert with my fingers that Stone, Mike, and Jeff were. But | could make a Telecaster sing as 
hard as my voice, so | felt that my fingers were dexterous enough for this task. | began kneading into the soft 
skin on Jeff's belly. First, | only used my fingertips so he could get used to the cold. Then, when his whimpers 
turned into a light humming moan, | began to use my whole fingers and then my palms on him. | rubbed small, 
gentle circles into his abdomen, the way my mother used to. After a few minutes of that, | began working his 
whole belly, from just under his pecs to just above his thighs. | obsessed over every inch of him, from the 
soft and smooth skin around his navel, to the more muscular area in the center of his chest. Jeff had his 
eyes closed, humming with pleasure. But when | snuck a mischievous hand down to glide my fingers in the 


sensitive crease between his abdomen and his upper thigh, Jeff grabbed my hand and laughed. 
"Take it easy! I'm trying to get some sleep." he joked, slightly irritated. 


"Oh, come on, you mean | can't make this massage have a happy ending?", | teased, really wishing he would say 


yes. 


"Not now, Ed. | really need some sleep." Jeff insisted. 
"After last night, you must know what | can do with my fingers.", | teased in a low pleading voice. 


My mind flashed back to a couple hours prior. | was instantly struck with the wonderful memory of Jeff 
underneath me, his eyes shut and his mouth hung slightly open as he moaned my name. He had originally 
tensed up when | reached for the bottle of lube next to the bed But with a little encouragement from me, he 
soon relaxed. In my instant memory, Jeff was relaxed and responding to my fingers as they slowly but surely 
made their way inside of him. | will never forget the look of intense pleasure on his face as | worked my 
fingers against his warm insides. He cried out as | traced him on the inside, hitting that perfect spot over and 


over again. How | long to repeat that spectacular memory. 


"I do know exactly what you can do with your fingers. That's why | need you to stop now. If | feel those 
fingers the way | did yesterday, | will go into a frenzy. | will never be able to sleep.", Jeff explained. 


| sighed, relenting towards his wishes. 


"Hey, don't you owe me a song, sweetheart?", he asked, clearly trying to cheer me up. 
"YES! | sure! Are you ready?", | asked. 
"More then. My eyes HURT from being so tired", Jeff replied. 


Satisfied, | began to massage Jeff's chest and belly with a brand dew dollop of lotion that | poured out. It took 
amoment for Jeff to relax after | betrayed his trust just then. Still after a few more moments, he began to 
relax and let his guard down. | decided to take an advantage of such an opportunity. Sinking my fingers into 


Jeff's soft belly, | began to sing. 


"Stars shining bright above you 

Night breezes seem to whisper "I love you" 
Birds singing in the sycamore trees 

Dream a little dream of me" 


Jeff interrupted with a laugh. 

"Feeling a little vain, are we?", he joked 

| shrugged and kept kneading at the belly skin | was obsessing over. 

"Wouldn't you rather dream of me than of poor Stoney lying dead in the lake?", | reasoned. 

Jeff shuddered, but agreed with a small nod. 

"Well, alright then" | said before | continued to sing. 

"Say nighty-night and kiss me 

Just hold me tight and tell me you'll miss me 

While I'm alone and blue as can be 

Dream a little dream of me" 

Beneath me | felt Jeff's breathing begin to slow. | was surprised that it only took two verses of a song to get 
him sleeping again. | guess he wasn't kidding when he said how exhausted he was. | massaged him for a while 
longer, until | heard soft snores coming from him. | kissed his belly, which now smelled strongly of lavender. 
Then | kissed his lips as softly as | could so | wouldn't wake him. 


"| love you, Jeff", | whispered, "Sweet dreams, honey.” 


For the first time in a week, Jeff had a small smile on his face while he slept. | stared at that smile for a long 


time. Then, slowly, | fell asleep too. | fell asleep hoping that seeing Jeff smile would protect me from my own 


nightmares. Or at least, when | dreamt about falling once again, | would at least have Jeff waiting at the 
bottom to catch me. | could only hope. 


